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GERMANS LOSE 30.000 MEN IN FIGHT FOR WEDGE OF DEATH 


Defeated General Ready to Sacrifice 100,000 
of the Kaiser’s Best Troops. 

KEY TO THE WOEVRE A VERITABLE FORTRESS. 
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“MAN WANTED“-FOR THE EMPIRE 


Folly in Petticoats. 


^I.L Englishmen must earnestly iwpe that 
the eighty-one ladies who have an- 
nounceil their intention to attend the 
•Women’s Peace Conference at 'The Hague 
will listen to the disapproving words of Mrs. 
I’ankhursl—who thinks as a mother. “ It 
is unthinkable,” she said, "that English¬ 
women sliould meet German women to dis¬ 
cuss terms of peace while tlie husbands, sons 
and brothers of those women are the men 
who aie murdering our men on tlie seas and 
who have committed the awful horrors of 
the war in Belgium and elsewhere.” 

Indeed, it is .unthinkable. The French¬ 
women have firmly declined to attend. And 
they are right. 'Iliis is not the time to talk 
of peace or think of peace. The ladies who 
would sit with German women for purposes 
of theoretical discussion show a strange want 
of imagination and of public decency, and a 
tiiliculous sense of unreality. 

Mrs. Pankhurst sees this clearly enough. 
To tie noted is the number of unmarried or 
childlc.ss women among the eighty-one, and 
the fact is significant. For the most part, 
these ladies arc well-known theorists, 
idealogue.s, actuated, no doubt, by tlie liest 
motisTs. But to-day the need is of com¬ 
mon sense. At The Hague they would find 
a predominant German interest. Nor is 
there the sm.alle.st doubt that the Germans 
would use the occasion for their own ends 
and |)ur[X)ses. 

While Englishmen are dying by the thou¬ 
sands for hesne and country, while sailors 
and fishermen are being murdereil on the 
seas, while the manhood of Britain is fitting 
Itself to meet the foe on the field, this is no 
time for the philandering of petticoat sen¬ 
timentalists. Mrs. Pankhurst has expressed 
her public disapproval of her unmarried 
daughter’s intention to be pre.sent. It is 
the act of a true citizen, of a mother who 
deserves well of the islate. 

In common decency to Britain, in justice 
to themselves, may these well-intentioned but 
misguided ladies reconsider the position. 
For our women to .shake the hands of Ger¬ 
mans on the eve of the great attack is a 
mockery to the soldiers and sailors who 
guard them. _ 

“Nothing to Report.” 


"YyHEN the Press Bureau announces that 
Sir Jolm French lias “ nothing lo re¬ 
port ” it does not follow that the Army is 
idle. Those wIkj picture our soldiers rest¬ 
ing, reading, or playing footliall in these 
Intervals while the enemy tranquilly studies 
Nietzsche, Kant, or Hegel, have little 
knowledge of the reality. When there is 
" nothing to report ” it means that the 
strain persists, that niimerons struggles are 
taking place with ••'diviiluals as arbiters in¬ 
stead of companies or battalions, and that 
there is lesser instead of greater friction. 
In this form of warfare the British soldier 
is pre-eminent. The disciplining and train¬ 
ing he undergoes in the field of siKirt sharpen 
his uiuierstanding and enlarge his self- 
reliance. Quick decisions have to be formed 
and action promptly taken. In these 
isolatctl activities, to which .Sir John French 
refers. " our troops continue to show marketl 
superiority.” We have no doubt they will 
assert that .superiority to greater advantage 
when the grand advanee 1 logins. 


THE BRAVE END. 

IIow »I»ep the Erase who .ink lo reel 
By all their Country’, wi.he. bleat I 
When bnrins. with dewy finaer. cold. 
Return, to deck their hallowed mould. 

Bhe there ehall dreee a eweeter eod 
Than Fancy’s feet have ever trod. 

By f.iry handa their knell is mne. 

There Bonour comes, c pilarim sroy. 

To !)!«» the tnrf that wreps their cl.y. 

And Freedom shall awhile repair 
to dwell, a weepina hermit, there I 

—W. COLLOIS. 


SENTIMENTALISTS MUST HAVE NO VOICE 
IN PEACE CONDITIONS. 


By HORATIO BOTTOMLEY (Editor of “John Bull”) 


stion of outstanding importance. 


" (JOD, how rare MEN are! ” Napoleon handling if the process of human evolution 



reputed to have exclaimed—and 
“ Man Wanted ” is at last the cry of the 
Government. That is the first sign of the 
coming change—the substitution of Business 
for Bunkum—of Work for Talk. In 
sltort, we are witnessing, anxmgst other 
things in these eventful days, the birth of 
the Business Govem- 
—that string 
uiKin which I have 
been harping for the 
past seven years, and 
which, in the opinion 
of many, has become 
with me something 

Perhaps it is. But 
it is always a conso¬ 
lation to a lun.illc to 
know that his mad¬ 
ness is shared by 
others; and no longer 
can 1 claim any 
Mr. H. Bottomley. monopoly in cither 
the phrase or the 
system whi<h it connotes. Indeed, it is 
rapidly Ixxoming a commonplace of every¬ 
day politics. 

Upon .some other occasion I may have the 
opportunity of enlarging upon the text. To¬ 
day I .am concerned with only one aspect 
of it—summed up in that hackneyed, hut 
eio(]uent, phrase, “ Man Wanted.” Every¬ 
one is more or 'css familiar with ’* upon 
cards and bills exhibited outsule factories 
and workshops, but not till to-day h.as the 
notk* been put up at Whitehall; and its 
appearance marks, as I say, a new era in 
tlie life of the nation. " What we require,” 
says Mr. I.loyd George, “ is a good Busi 
ness man, to take charge of the new arrange¬ 
ments in connection with the war,” and 
everyone says “ Hear, hear.” 

'I'rue, it is only an ordinary Business m.in 
wIk) is at present asked for; hut in [Xilitics, 
as in other spheres of life, one thing rapidly 
leads to another. And it may lie that IieTore 
the war is over, .some outstanding Indivi¬ 
duality will emerge, and that in the great 
phrase which has cxime down to us through 
the ages, we shall welcome him with shouts 
of Joy, exclaiming, “ f.cce Homo'. ” Every 
day we live (xjnvinces us more an<l more of 
the need of that commanding Personality. It 
is a long time since we had one in Britain. 
Prior lo the war, we had falleji ujxin an era 
of Commonpla(;c. The same rermirk applies 
to the whole of Europe. .And that is why 
the war came alxjut. Life, after all, is a 
very serious thing; the world requires careful 


to gu on widiout interruption; and there 
was no one strong enough to avert the pre¬ 
sent catastrophe. 

Thrown hack upon the resources of out 
primeval savagery, the world will soon have 
to make a fresh start, and that nation will 
best survive which first produces a Leader, 
capable of re casting into ordered shape the 
broken and confiLsed emblems of civilisation 
and Good Government. He is sure to arrive. 
The Hour never yet failed to produce the 
Man. But the- Hour was badl- needed— 
and now it has come. No doubt t’ e Kaiser 
thinks he is the Man. I do not. 

And what will the .Man do when he is dis¬ 
covered? Or, rather, what won't be do? 
At the head of the Army he will instal a 
soldier—wiih a subordinate, and not a 
Chief, to represent him in Parliament; at 
the head of the Navy, a Sailor; at the Ex¬ 
chequer, a FinaiK’ier; at the Board of 
Trade, a great Commercial Expert—and it 
will be a real Board, composed of repre¬ 
sentatives of both Capital and Labour, 
meeting regularly to discuss the industrial 
affairs of the Empire, and who, when 
fronted with any special problem, will 
trouble to ascenain what t’obden, or Adam 
Smitli, or John Stuart .Mill -said alxmt it, 
hut will tackle it, then and there, in the 
Vigto of Business common sense. He will 
divide tlie Goveriuneut of the Empire into 
proper, scienlifically arranged,Departments, 
with an expert chief at cacJi—someone who 
knows the work of the department, by prac¬ 
tical experieiK’e, and will not have to rely 
upon the subordinate ofiicials for guidance 
and advice. He will abolish the present 
absurd system of " erlucation, ” and will 
have children, after learning “ the lliree 
R’s,” taught something likely to lie useful 
to them in the struggle of life, adapting the 
curriculum to the sj)cci.al cia’umstances 
the district. But I am getting on to that t< 
of Business Government—which must have 
a sermon all to itself. 

Ix’t us, for the moment, confine ourselves 
to the contemplation of the Man in relation 
to the tragic events of the day. I think 
everyone will now agree tliat if, a few years 
ago, there hail lieon amongst us more Men 
and fewer jellyfi.sh, this war would 
have occurred. Instead of fussing almut 
the Kaiser as if he were a tin deity, praying 
and k’seeching him to agree with us on a 
mutual rediK-tion of armaments, and all 
the rest of it, wc should have told 
him in iilain Anglo-Saxon that we re¬ 
garded his ever-increasing truculent navy 



as a menace to our empire and should have 
given him twenty-four hours’ notice to stop 
shipbuilding, or take the risk of having his 
fleet blown heavens high and fathoms deep. 
But the hour had not struck— and so tlie 
Man had not come. 

Suddenly there appearetl on the horizon a 
cloud no bigger than a man’s hand. Denser 
and wider it grew, and as it developed 
before our view the legions of the Kaiser 
were seen on the march. Tlien the hour 
stnick, and jiust as to day in regard to the 
supply of the munitions of war the nation 
has suddenly called for a .Man, so in that 
hour it looked for one to org.inlse our fight¬ 
ing forces and save us from destruction. In- 
stiiKtively the natkm knew him, and the 
politicians knew him. His name had been 
dinned into their ears for a long time pre¬ 
viously, but they had not heard it. There¬ 
upon, however, they called him to their 
councils, but the shock of his dem.inds wa» 
too great. 'Tlie powers that k; wanted to 
tie him up with red tape; he insisted upon 
a free hand—and so they almost let him go. 
And it was not until he was stepping alioard 
the Iioat which was to take him to Egypt 
that they pulled him back and asked him to 
undertake tlie job. 

That was the birth of the .Man idea. The 
Business man, for the command of the in¬ 
dustrial mobilisation, was the next step. 
And soon we shall want another. When the 
time comes to discuss the terms of peace, 
there will be no room for slobbcrcr's of the 
type of the pedagogue of Eton. Nor are 
we going to have a settlement made by the 
.Archhishoj) of York or the Bisliop of laan- 
don. “ If we are going to act as a Christian 
nation,” bleat these invertebrates, “ we 
must apply the principles of Christianity.” 
Well, the .Man who makes peace for our 
Empire and for the civilised work! is going 
to apply the principles of Christianity right 
enough. He is going to teach the Germans 
that they must licgrxid for the next hundred 
years at least; that it is wicked lo make un¬ 
provoked war on peaceful peoples; that tlie 
Devil is no sort of company for a pious 
monarch like the Kaiser, whose only chance 
of salvation is in future to tniUivate a 
humble and a contrite heart. He will give 
us Peace with Honour and not with 
Ridicule; Pe.iee with Business and not with 
Bunkum; Peace with Glory and not with 
Shame—in other words, he will he a Man. 

Lsn’t it wonderful, when yon come to 
think of it, how few Men there have been 
in the world ? You remember old Diogenes 
in his tub. “ What arc you looking for? ” 
cried the wondering folk as they pa.sscd by. 
“ .\ Man,” .said he (and here, inciilentally, 
let me correct the |iopular impression that 
his reply was "An honest Man.” Every 
•Man is of necessity honest—otherwise he 
would not be a Man). .And ever since that 
eccentric old philosopher .sat under the sun 
of Cicilia with a farthing dip for his de¬ 
light, the search has been going on. 

How many .Men are there ap'-ingst those 
at present earning their living at f4(W a 
year by the sweat of their jaw? Take your 
lightetl candle and search for them. I fear 
you will fail in your quest, but that there 
is tine somewhere about in the world is be¬ 
yond doubt. I cannot believe that in this 
supreme crisis of our fate we shall fail to 
discover him, and when he is found we .shall 
at last realise the aspiration of Tcnny;on, 
when he wrote:— 

Ah, Goi, jor a man with heart, head, hand. 
Like some of the simple great ones gone 
For ever and ever by. 

One still strong man in a blatant land, 
Whatrver they call him. vital care If 
A risloerat , democrat, autocrat — one 
Who can rule, and da^e not lie. 

HORATIO BOTTOMLEY. 


TRUE GREATNESS. 

No man haa come to true greatnesa who has 
not toU in some deme that his life belongs to 
ins race, and that w%at God ;:ivi.. Iii:ii Hu gives 
him for mankind —Bronte. 
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FRENCH SOLDIER’S SWEETHEART. 

HOW THE WOMEN OF THE REPUBLIC ARE 
HELPING TO WIN THE WAR. 


By JOHN N. RAPHAEL. 

Mr. John N. Raphael has a more intimate knowledge of French life and French ways 
than atw other living Engiish Journalist. His style may be either pertinent or imperti¬ 
nent. But he is never dull. By birth an Englishman, he is by habit a Frenchman. Both 
countries like his work. 



JT was Sunday afternoon, and 1 was ail alone 
in the flat, when aomebody tapped at the 
back door. " 0 —oh!" said a startled voice 
of the darkness (the back stairs in French 
bonaes are disgraceful) " 1 thought the bonne 
was there. I wanted to borrow a pair of sharp 
scissors.” She was a pretty girl (the maid 
the ar.tiwife on the floor below), and 
sho had railed, with her hair down, 
friend, wl... "maids" for uS. "What do you 
want the scissors for?' 

I r-iked her. " You an. 
lol going to ent off all 
our hair, T hope.” " T 
going to cut off 

impled: ' a good 
)>iece of it, for my 
L'theart. Tie is in 
Argonne." 

own servant 
in just then, and 
allowed to see tho 
tion. It was 
re<i hair, and the 
iris made a eharm- 
icturc as it was 

-and tied into ;i 

I. N. Raphael, pale blue ribbon. Then 
a letter was pinned to 
it, and it was dispatched with due ceremony. 
•' lie Mill like it much better than something 
useful." said the girl. " I sent him an Easter 
egg of chocolate with fried potatoes in it yester¬ 
day. Ho adores fried potatoes, my .lulot." 

It would be interesting to know the exact 
improvement, which has been effected in the 
handwriting of tho French servant-girl class by 
tho war since it began in August. They have 
all written more letters in these seven months 
ttan th^^ 

girls with gweetheat^ at the fmnt. TTie differ¬ 
ence between England and France is that in 
Franco ccerg girl has a sweetheart at the front, 
or, if not a sweetheart, a brother, or somebody 
else's brother—and he is a potential sweetheart, 
for tho two girls naturally share his letters. 
When tlie Zeppelins came to Paris our maid, 
who (gient part of the night in the cellar, told 
me that she and two other girls made nso of the 
time to write to "nos amoureux." 

THE GIRLS THEY LEFT BEHIND. 

The authorities realised when the war began 
that this was no time for any finicking distinc¬ 
tions. It was decided that the Government 
would pay a small sum daily for the support of 
the girls whom France’s breadwinners had left 
behind (hem. 

Tho wives of men st the front in France are 
receiving, therefore, their daily dole of a shil¬ 
ling (and in some casea a little more),and there 
is an additional allowance of fivepence a day 
for each child. When it is rememhered that 
the French soldier is paid a halfpenny a dav bv 
a grateful country, the need for this extra help 


know one girl who is in corre.spnndcnce with 
stretcher-bearer outside Verdun. He is „ 
widower with one small girl child. He doesn't 
know where the child is. He left her (she is 
six yrars old) in charge of the wife of a com¬ 
rade in Lille, when he went lo the front. lie 
has beard nothing sineb fhe first week in Sep¬ 
tember, when tho baby scrawled a kiss at the 
end of a short note to tell him that all was well 
with her then. The poor man has found groat 
consolation in the letters from his own unknown 
friend, whom he ‘'considers as a second 
mother," he writes, lie will be surprip"d when 
he returns to find she is (Mcntv v ^bl and 
an extremely pretty society girl, biic, on her 
side, has kept up the mother fi-*'-''!. because 
she thinks he would feel shy ofug a girl for 
■■"■'b necessaries as insect powder, and other 
•v.iiiforts which ho needs where ho is. 

But the piost beautiful thing about the 
French .epWicr’s sweetheart is her pluck. All 
over Paris, and in every big town in lYance. 
shops, restaurants and j)remi.scc of all kinds 
have been transformed into i-it'-ben, nod 
sowing bcea. From the very outset the hVcncli- 
woinan has understood that in these dav- of 
national travail false shame and p 'f-consobius- 
neir; are crimes. The women know that there 
18 no shame in needing help, and t vcii less in 
any kind of work; tho women mIio can give help 
are doing so in a way which not only d,-g^ not 
pauperise the recipient, but which makes the 
giver and the recipient friends. 

Poverty there is, of course, but there is none 
of the ghastly misery one might expect or fear 
in a country where every man who can fight 
is either doing so or learning to do so. ’The 
women of France—the mothers, tho wives and 
tho sweethearts and daughters of the soldicre- 
havo proved once again that they are the 
country'a backbone. This ghastly war h" 
taughl the whole world charity, and nowhere 


ev have I l>^n learned mor, 

?n Fneland of^n™ «re than in tb« towns and villages o 


ARE WAR MARRIAGES WISE? 

LOVE BORN OF SACRIFICE THE SUREST 
PATH TO HAPPINESS. 


By MAX PEMBERTON. 

•. Max Pemberton first won the affections of the reading public by writing exciting fie- 
- — '-naginative vigour that rivalled Robert Louis Stevenson. Recently he has 

lights largely to the consideration of social problems, and in this s ' 

' nental activity he has won for himself a new public. 

’ dom of opjiortnnity are all leading lo amoitra 
. which often border upon the hysterical. ITie 
men themselves are often insensible to their 
I opportunities merely because they are not re¬ 
minded of them. \Vc hear old-fashioned peoplo 
declare it to be most unwise that girls should 
' be nishod into marriage in such a se.mion of 
stress and turbulence. "They will bitterly re- 
■ grel it M'hen Ibe war is over " is Ibe rrv. 

Why should they? Is it nothing that 


turned his thoughts largely to the consideration of social problems, and in this sphere 
of mental activity he has won for himself a new public. 

" JJOW silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by i 
night," says Shakespeare in an incompar¬ 
able moment of his most poetic nebiovement. 

But there be those who say that »e are having , 
too much of this kind of music in rural Britain , 
to-day. In meadow and lane and orchard, the j 
lovers’ lyre is freely thumbed. Wo enter the , 
streets of towns and discover a very mnllitudc | 

of eyeslooking "love toeyes which look again. ' ^vhv should thev? Is it nothing I 

'■er, wo do not l'<»ra young gl. l should begin ber married Hfe men 
queoitly. nor dora it „ ^ery real admiration for the r.vn 

^ -topic dear to the ^ ^ 

of nnrsons if we j j,-. lay down his life fnv '-ic 

^udge fbem by p, .. ,1,., terms of his F—T-’.-e ' ' 



luv.'un and luvislud 
1 there, but of 

. _iours by the 

itryside and their 


The pity of it 1 
Surely this is a moment 
of all others when the 
„ _ keepers of the people's 
iberton. conscience should t^c 
those old puppets. Mars 
and Cupid, and dress them anew in the fashions 
of the twentieth century 1 Britain will want 
sons badly in the years before us. She is still, 
and very properly, cdnyentionol enough to 
desire them to bo born in lawful wedlock rather 
than in concubinage, and yet her religious 
leaders are silent, or if they are not silent are 
often merely futile. 

For the rest of us and for those who are the 
fathers of daughters this is a grave matter, and 
should be heard of in the forum. Everywhere 
soldiers are making love to girls. Tho national 


excitement, the terrible stories of outrage ana Hove abounding and an abandonment, each 
rape, the just pride of the King’s coat, the free- ' the ofber n-bteh ia tbe coni of oiarnc 


SOLUTION OF THE DRINK PROBLEM. 

MR. LLOYD GEORGE AS THE GOOD SHEPHERD. 


By AUSTIN HARRISON (Editop of the 

JF I were asked to illustrate the exact differ¬ 
ence between the German and British 
civilisations, or attitudes towards life, I would 
call attention to the good shepherd. Shepherds, 
and drovers, differ, as we know. Tlie good 
shepherd walks in front of his flock, setting, as 
it were, the example; the other shepherd walks 
behind, driving his sheep before liim with crack 
of whiy and much jjesturo and vociferation— 


' English Review.") 


_ _ _ tho Prussii 

iminatii^ Kultnr. 

don't drive or crack 


1 (Geniian) way of 


kindle music, as the 
goose-girls of German 
lore. We have certain 



for their womcnkind is obvious. But the sweet¬ 
hearts and the mothers have been remembered 
as well as the wives in France, and tnis is 
wholly admirable. It lias all been done ao 
simply. It 18 no secret that unless some method - ,-- 

bad been found for relieving it there would standards; we 
have lieen an immense amount of distress among ; men to live up to them, 
unmarried women in France when the men went and when they don’t, 
to the war. It waa realised that the knowledge “F ciroumstanoes 
of such distress -would be fatal to the morale ime untoward, wo just 
of the troops, and in the simplest possible on ahead, trust- 

manner it was decided to recognise informal >ng to the good sense 
marriage all over the conntiy. What was done fellowship of tho 
was that each soldier was allowed to call on the Iwck to foUow — 
mayor of his district and to sign a declaration 
stating that Madame or Mademoiselle X de¬ 
pended on him in pe^ time. This was con¬ 
sidered suBBcient (with s declaration from 
Madame or Mademoiselle X that she needed 
help) for her to be allotted exactly the same 
sum as if she were married. In this way pro¬ 
vision was made for tho sweethearts and 
mothers as well as for the wives, and the 
system has worked perfectly. 

HIS “ SECOND MOTHER." 

In France, where everybody has somebody 
fighting tho Gennans, there are very few 
"lonely soldiors.’’ There were, of course, some 
of them. There were men who had no friends 
to write to them. But one or two French 

papers noticed what the English papers were —-- - 

doing, and there are thousands of women and As nsnal, the good shepherd sets the example 
girls all over France now who are correspond- — the King first. Lord Kitchener himself, who, 
> innalo " twiiln " rv>r„..noi moro thsD soy msD in these Udands, mnst feel 

the need of s little helpful wine, and other 
Lords follow, bnsmess hoose^ artists, men of 


steps, and this- 

the English way and almost it passes under- 
etaiiding. 

This IS the good shepherd. Now and then 
he whistles, waits, looks round, calls to his 
dogs, but be never loses bU temper, he believes 
in himself and liis kind. His discipline is sug¬ 
gested rather than applied. Somehow the flock 
believe in him too. 'iTiey agree to agree. Yet 
we never think of the shepherd as a business 
man with any notion of system or control. It 
is a compromise and the ruling spirit is example. 

So with drink, that drink question which has 
vexed our statesmanship for years. To-day it 
is no longer a social evil, a question of ethics. 
Like all oHier things, it has become a military 


I fear we need the rod of Kultnr, or State 
system, when it comes to drink. What is quite 
certain is that something has to be done. laquor 
cannot be allowed to prolract and jeopardise the 
decisions necessary to end the war. However 
much in times of peace we electionise, philo¬ 
sophise and think in beer, neither ale nor 
whisky will help us to thrash the Germans. I 
jiope, however, wo shan't go crazy about this 
nnnk matter—I mean sentimentally crazy with 
the idea of not getting any. All tho same, I 
think Mr. I,loyd George must take a firm deci¬ 
sion, and whatever decision ho takes it is the 
national doty to support him. 

It seems to me he has a unique chance. 
Our publiohouses, as drinking places, are by 
common assent the mnst unlovely in Sll Europe. 
Nothing more sordid exists than these bars 
whore men shuffle up and stand to get a drink. 
They are unsocial and unsociable. I never 
enter one without feeling an intense pity for 
the unfortunate working people who have lo 
frequent them—h.ive to, because in thi.s horrible 
cold-damp climate men need warmth in their 
stomachs and tho piiblic-honses alone provide it. 

Mr. Lloyd George's opportunity is this: To 
reform the puhlic-houaen, to make the drink 
question a real social reform. In a word, to 
have at tho canker which corrodes our life 

The Chancellor is a brave man. Over the 
public-houses he can build for himself a pyra¬ 
mid of glory. He must act. Good, let him 
go to work, like a wise surgeon and ent deep. 
The question of compensation will cheerfully be 
borne by the nation. We are paying for every¬ 
thing, electrifying country houses for prisoners, 
why notjMy for national decency at the same 
time? Give the workmen a clean, rational 
drinking-hnuse, on tho lines of the continental 
cafd. Let him find tables, chairs, a sense of 
homeliness, a sense of eelf-reepect, a place 
where ho can take his family and sit over the 
table like a father and a citizen, and sobriety 
will take care of itself for all the Scotch, gin 
or ale that wore ever brewed. That is the need. 
That is the British workman’s i^ing want. 
It is here, at the roots of Britain, that Mr. 
Lloyd George can play the good shepherd. 


Ll„. Fin 


Shall V 




i.i-i.ms'’ Are we to siipD(i‘;c ti.- t ■■ ■■ l-.rn of 
lb' 'iiiinition. of this wtw ( f peril and ~-!f- 
raenfi r that it i.s a Iwrrr thing than the 
amours In il of a coiintiug lioiise or the mono- 
tonv of a rlcrk-a eimilor-mcnt? Sr.r.-Iv the oon- 
teiition i.a iij;;.- -ed'!o. Theae <-oung fellows have 
borne witness to tlicir pat' i..l.niii. to their sense 
of nstional resnori; I’ l^itv. to their love cf 
fatberbnd. WTiat finer ercdciitinls could they 

READY TO SACRIFICE HFR8ELF. 

" F.sch H.ihlicr ‘8 name shall shin" untarnished 
on the rolls of fame," says fiavid Hump'-.n v.i— 
and the thought might'wcll be a v-ninan's at 
such an hour as this. let us neve- fo. o, t that 
she is as ready to sacrifice herself as a man, 
and that if she marries her lover to day to lose 
him tfvmorrow her name must stand with iiis 
in the immortal record For some of ns there is 
no more ennobling thought than that of tho 
child-wife caught to a man’s heart njion the 
tliresliold of tho valley of dcslli and there held 
in that moment of ecstacy which never shall 
be forgotten. Here are sacrifice and faith and 


the other, wWch is the very soul of marriage. 
How could two that have known such moments 
fail to recall them when the piping times of 
pcaco return? What hotter equipment could 
they seek for the lean years which may follow 
after? 

D WEARY COURTSHIP. 

" But,” says our objector, " there has been 
_.) proper courtship. lie has not come, night 
after night, to ait in the chimney corner: we 
have heard nothing of a bulldog, of an angry 
father putting on the clock, or a doting mother 
promismg to go and live with her? ’’ Our 
answer is that we may be thankful there has 
not. Juliet at ber window knows better than 
to set store by such weary months of anioroua 
exasperation. 

■ " O, gentle Romeo, 

If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully; 

Or, if thou thinkst I am too quickly won, 

I'll frown and be perverse,-and say thee nay 

So thou wilt woo: but else, not for the world." 

She will not frown or say him nay. this 
maiden on tho arm of the good fellow, who 
goes so soon to the maelstrom out yonder. He 
IS brave, she has said, and ho is a man. She 
knows that, amidst all he must endure and 
suffer, her love will he as a beacon upon a 
high hill of his holies, that ber voice will be a 
sweetness of the night to call him to a newer 
conception of faith and duty—that in Iiis 
dreams he will see her face and slejm with her 
arms abont him. For God and King and a 
woman's love There is no better battle cry— 
and it is whispered often in the secret places 
of wai to-day. 

THE FIRST CLAIM. 

Truly we must wish God-speed to such as 
these, and care little for the merely material 
aspects. A man is rich or poor to-dsy , acconl- 
ing as he can or cannot do eomethinjr for bis 
country. We should despise, and rightly de¬ 
spise, the father who said—" I cannot let my 
daughter marry a soldier who will be poor 
when the war is over." Such an one is ro 
patriot, a mere sordid schemer, who has no 
plara in the national scheme. These young 
fellows, who are making the great sacrifico 
now, will not suffer in the long run. It may 
even be that the harvest of war will be rich in 
those very opportunities which the commer¬ 
cially minded look to — and if it be, the men 
who have fought and won through for us surely 
will have the first claim. The need is of the 
moment-the necessity for woman’s surrender 
and man's sacrifice, for mutual faith.—for the 
love which passetb nnderstanding. That war 4 
brings it into being, fosters and nourishes it, 
none can deny. L^t us then face the facta 
squarely—and facing them be gratefnl in the 
nation's interest that such things shonld be. 
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THREE SPOONFULS": ROARING FARCE PRODUCED IN LONDON LAST NIGHT. 



o take, and is de- 


T«t night an American farce, entitled "Three Spoonfuls," was produced at the Cri¬ 
terion llieatre. Dr. Belyea (Mr. Zeilah Covington, who is-part author) has discovered 
■n elixir of life after a quarter of a century’s hard work. But his leeearches have brought 


jhim to the verge of bankruptcy, so he offers the hi 
Wilber) to Ccncral Bnrbeck (Mr. Robert Bobeor 
allows himself to be experimented npon. 



TYRING WORK: MAKING WHEELS FOR THE ARMY. 



The arrival of the Sundap Pictorial is eagerly Iixiked for¬ 
ward to by the men in the trenches. It is " at the front ” 
in more senses than one. 


The tyre is put on when red hot The machine used to shape the tyre. 

The Army needs countless wheels, and the war has therefore given the industry a great 611ip. The wheels are made 
for the most part m small villages, and these piefnres were taken in Yorkshire. The men have to work day and 
night, but have the advantage of being in the open air. 
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NUTS : 

GOSSIP FOR 


The Wanderer. 

Von der GolU, who senniti to spend his time 
careering wildly about between Berlin. Vienna 
and Onnstantinople, might well be called Wan¬ 
der Goltz. 

An Interpreter. 

I hear that the Prince of Wales is proving 
most invalnable .as an interpreter at the front. 
Mis knowledge of French and German is very 
sound, and there are few officers who ar* 
fluent in both. 


This is the ideal weather for gathering prim¬ 
roses. The bridegroom's friends are all iinani- 
mou.sly of opinion that Ijidy Angnsta has 
icenred the very pick of the bunch. 

The Wedding. 

We have all heard enough and to spare about 
the Primrose wedding by now. There was 
nothing really astound¬ 
ing almiit the event. 
My person^ impres- 

Bweet. I was pleased 
to see Lord Roscliery 
bxiking younger than 
for some time past. I 
thought I-adv Clinmel 
one of the prettiest 
women pre.sent, and I 
was snrprised to find 
that I.nnl Tonwlale 
could not smoke 
cigar in ehnreh. 

\velk”The Bo'yal 
Hnii-eb.dd has t^'en 
definitely to lemonade 



be, 


tbe^ I 




■s enjoved the Imnour of bislinc 
ik in the P.alace has been ’.ord 
f any rate, the cloring down ol 
ira shows a noble evample of sacri- 
.'ontr.-n some of the most P'eeious^ 


Yon msv he sure that the honje-made lemon 
rde in BiieVingham Pn'aee is the very best 
Ths Oneen has a knowledge of good and simpb 
cooking that, is shared to-ilnv hv few women ir, 
lees evalted positions. When the rovsl children 
were in the nnrsera» she used nlwnvs to super¬ 
intend the nrcparatlnn of their food. It was 
the Oneen whe nlaeed n ban upon such deVgbt- 
fnl. if unprofitable, drinks of childhood as 
ginger-hwr mired with strawherry ice. 

Mr. Mayfair's Advice. 


how yon take his word. 


I saw Tsard Pihhiesdale and Mr. H. R Irvi... 
in ennrt last week listening with great interest 
to the ‘ brides in the hath " ease. T/ird Rih- 
hleadale is often described as onr mo«t pictur- 
osone peer, and deserves the deserintinn. T 
have known the times when he'has been taken 
for an actor. On one occasion two verr hnw ble 
and ragged member., of * musie-hsP .sketch 
tronne saw Tmrd P.hblesdale .anpmnching in 
the Strand, " Fre's one of the nmfewiien." 
said one. smiahlv "What's 'is line. I won¬ 
der?” “ Well, it's either coninring or Shake- 
SPeare.” rerrarWed the other, with the convic¬ 
tion of knowledge in these matters. 


Mr. T-wing is. of course, one of oiw fo-emost 
criminologists, r once asked him if he eonld 
eTp'ain the jrw of eriminologv. ffe -^.plipd; ” T 
snpnose it is simnlv tbe joy of invest!gstmn, the 
fascination of ertracting a needle of truth out 
of a haystack of circumst-sncea" 

The World’s Way. 

The average man climbs to saccess. w hile his 
wife holds the ladder. If he gets (here she is 
likely to be left behind. If hr takes a tumble 
she is theie to take the blame. 

A Brief Reply. 

The tragic death of A. E. Stoddart tofcee my 
mind back to those brave days of old in the 
world of cricket when Mr. W. G. Grace and 
the great Middieses b.aleinan invariably used to 
open the innings for the Genlleinen in the big 
match at ford's against the I’layers. It was 
in those days that a <vrtaiii .voiing man now in 
the House of lords wrote to Stoddart from 
Eton and asked how he could he taught to 
become a first-class cricketer. " Heaven only 
knows, I don't! " was Stoddart's brief reply. 



AND 


THE AFTER- 


Whiskers. 

Do you remember 
rov little joke about Sir 
Edward Clarke having 
the courage of his 
whiskers? Well. I 
rassed Sir Edward in 
Piccadilly the other 
day, and who should 
way but Mr. Frank 
Rich-ardson, the enemy of all whiskers and 
whiskered men. I was quite nervous for a 
moment, but thev did not seem to see each 
other. And even if they had neither is quite the 
sort of man who likes to fight in the street. Mr. 
Richardson is wearing spectacles in these days. 

Belnc Good. 

T (old von something last week ahont a very 
bttlc girl friend of mine who savs quaint things. 
Since then she has been a nanghtv girl, and was 
put into the comer until she could he good. 
"It's all nght now, mother." she sajd, pre¬ 
sently; " whenever I want to, I won't.” 


T must correct a little slin in reference to my 
mouticu lust week of the opening of Giro’s. 
The club will not open on the nth, hut on the 
ISth. and the proceeds of the opening night will 
he devoted to the King Albert Fund. 


When it comes to love^sVing, most men sm 
nerfoct cubists in their ability to dsnb on tbe 
high colour without meaning anything. 

Just Looking. 

A man can never understand how ” just WU 
ipg ■' at a pretty spring hat in a shop windr 
’ _ __a 1__ Alsssllt IsA ftn^a I 


Spoilt b» Success. 

So .Tack .Tohnson hag tested defeat at last, and 
once again the boxing champion of tbe world is 
s white man. .Tohnarm, as a matter of fart, waa 
not a bad smeriwen of the negro race nntil ^ 
became nlterhr spoilt and demoralised by sur 
cess. When be first came over here Johnson 
bad plenty of wit and good humour. 

Jack Johnson’s Two Rings. 

I asked him once why he wore an emerald 
ring on his right hand and a ruby coloured one 
on his left. " Sure.” he said, " my right hand’s 
for mv friends and the green hght shows safety. 
But I keep my left for my enemies. So J keep 
a light there for danger—and a dig." 

Genie the Suhaltem. 

It was a dark night and the young sergeant 
had dined! (These were his excuses, after¬ 
wards.) '■ See that little girl in the long coat 
standing on the prom,” he said to his friend. 
” Well, watch me pick her up.” Then he went 
aver with a smiling, “ Hullo. Gertie, dear.” 
" Gertie ” turned swiftly while the horror- 
stricken N.0.0. saluted, apibgised and fled. 
For the little girl waa his platoon commander I 

In the Family. 

The Hon. Christian Methuen, of whom a por¬ 
trait appears on this p.age, is the elder daughter 



J WINE 

DINNER HOUR 


The Embarrassment. 

I hear of a strange 
little coDtretemps—it is 
for yon to say whether 
it is tragic or humorous 
—that occurred in a 
country district this 
week. An officer, who 
had been living apart 
from his wife fpr some time, and who had only 
received his commiasbn since the outbreak of 
war, W. 1 S billeted, with one or two more of hia 
colleagues, at a pleasant house. When the 
hosteaa put. in an appearance be found that it 
was hia wife. ' 

“F. J. C." 

Fleet-street loses a familiar figure in the death 
of F. J. Cox. He was anoet, a journalist, an 
essayist and a noveh’st. He was, too, one of the 
mo.st lovable of men, and the rcadic.st hand at 
an impromptu rhyme I have ever met in mv 
life. MTien be published his first novel, “ A 


■Tsles of crime sni 
This is but the “lilt 
Won’t you, brothei 


will he open again ns usual thii 
it will not lie quite the same in appearance. As 
it will not be required, one of the polo (■ -iinds 
has heen sacrificed, and a tennis court reigns 
in its stead. The band tliis vear, it should be 
specially noted, will be an nll-British oiio. 

A New Portrait. 

I am showing yon this week a new portrait t f 
Viacountesi Curzon. Her hmsband is at the 
present moment, serving 
his country as the third 
in command on the 
Queen Elizabeth, tbe 
big ship that has heen 



the poet, standi 
hard by Ludgati 
said, when I s 



■nking ' . 

of the Turks i 
Dardanelles. 


'the 



A Family Split. 

I see there is a little 
rift in the Pankliurst 
family lute since Mrs. 
P s n fc hurst disagrees 
with the action of her 
daughter Sylvia in going 
to discuss " peace ‘ 
with a number nf Ger¬ 
man women while the 
men of the conntries are 
still busy fighting e.och 
other. It is not surpris¬ 
ing. Miss Sylvia has alwavs been as strongly 
self-willed as her mother. She has always been 
anxious to do things ” on her own.” I wonder 
what her friends in the East End think of the 
latest adventure. 

Whal a Prospect. 

Little Nelly found a little brother in the 
hniise one day. At first she w.as nleaaed. until 
an awful thought struck her. "Oh. Mamma.” 
she exclaimed, " won’t it be draadfnl if. when 
baby grows np. he tnms opt to be a German.” 


lege Hos 


The law has fonttallv swarded a ladv a string 
of pearls, worth flOO. which she found on the 
(op of an old horse omnihna eleven veara ago. 
I told the misogvnist condiiotor of a motor 
omnibus about this, and from his nihr lips (in¬ 
terspersed with garnet words) eame the stonv 
cmnolaint, "The only nrecioiis thing I ever sec 
on the top of my omnibus is a pack of jades.” 

If ever von want some fresh air and a little 
light araiiiiement, go te the P.onnd Pond in Ken¬ 
sington Gardens, and have a look at the minia¬ 
ture yacht aacing. I found myself there yester¬ 
day afternoon, and saw some capital and ex¬ 
citing racing. The wind made it a rare day for 
pace, and some the yachts travelled like 

Balkan Bulgarily. 

.And so all this shindy on the Serbian frontier 

„„ „ ... = has been caused by a wandering squad of Bul- 

of country is in the family, gar boys. All I can say is, Serbian right. 


Th« Hon. Cliristisn Methuen. 

of Ixird Methuen. Hia house. Corsham Court, 
has been given np as a hospital for the 
wounded. The Hon Ohristian Methuen is at 
traimn^Jto be a nurae at King’s Col- 


A Tense Question. 

A weekly contemporary has been angrily at¬ 
tacking “The Cant Alxmt Drink”; but what 
really matters is the Don't. 

The Graceful Cut. 

The other afternoon at Romano's Miss Iris 
Hoey cut her finger. Tliere was a desperate 
rn.ah on the part of the staff towards the scene 
of the disaster, but Miss Hoey was her own 
first aid. A little bit of sticking plaster and all 
waa well again. ” I have never seen a woman 
cut her finger an gracefully before in all my 
life.” said a friend to me. I almost thought ho 
waa going to ask her to do it again. 

Lost in Thought. 

As we do not saunter in Fleet-street as they 
did in the days of Dr. Jnhiiann, it was tvith 
some surprise that I encountered Henry Savage, 
- ' standing deep in thought vesterday 
"■•'rate-circus. ” I was thinking," he 
awakened him, “ how much 
greater the war is than the war poetry. Do 
you know, there has been nothing really great 
since riiomas Hardy's ‘ The Souls of the Slain,’ 
written, I believe, some 
sixteen years ago? ” 

Agreeing with him that 
tbe poem in question 
was one of the greatest 

pxssed on to the subject 
of vho " tfypsy,” the 

The “Gypsy.” 

“ I am really more 
hnsy than you may ima¬ 
gine,” mid its reflective 
editor, "not so much 
in arranging the work 
of our contributors, but 
in an.sworing shoals of 
inqiiiriis. By the way. 
a .feature of the first 

mmiber of the'Gypsy' j,, Edmaad Ge«'. 
will be some unpiib- 

lisiicd conT.spondcncc of Middleton. As interest¬ 
ing a correspondent. I think, as Stevensim. 
And that name reminds me that Stevenson’• 
fneml. liilmiunl 1 iosec, hims»'If a fine poet and 
iiw-stci ..i iiri»«.‘. u) (xmtributing. No, I aban't 
tell you any more names. My chief concern 
is with the younger men at present unknown.” 

Gennans are grumbling that the price of 
bread will prevent them having a holiday thii 
year. It would probably lie a dear " loaf.” 

Baron “Jimmy” Comes a Cropper. 

I he.ar that Barrai Jimmy Rothschild, who has 
been interpreting and dispatch riding for the 
French Military Mission, attached to the Bri¬ 
tish Headquarters Staff at the front, is now in 
hospital in I’aris. ffe 
has been very daring 
lately in his motor-car 
dashes through danger¬ 
ous zones, and had the 
rnisfortupe to be in- 
j^ured in a smash-op 
during one of these. 

Missed Wedding. 

But for this accident 
the Baron would prob¬ 
ably have heen present 
at the wedding the 
other day of Mr. Neil 
Primnyie. his cousin. 
For the two are very 
great friends, and when 
in Ixmdon are always 
almut together. I>ird 
RolhKhild. Dalnieny, another of h« 
conams. is often with 
them, too ” Jimmy ” is very popular in society 
_j .r,!! —.■ - .,[1 ^nown in Paris 


A Baer in the Scots Guards! 

I heard yesterday a story of a Boer who 
fought against us all through the Boer War now 
serving in the ranks of the Scots Guards, sta¬ 
tioned at the White City. Rather rich that. 


A Loyal Family. 

It seems that this man's loyalty to the British 
flag is now so strong that he actually travelled 
all the way from Argentina—a thirty d.ays’ 
voyage—and paid his own fare so that he could 
join the British Army here. And I am told, 
too. that two of his brothers living in German 
East Africa were mnrdered by the Germans for 
refusing to fight for them. 

American Messages. 

Germany’s few red-letter days just now seem 
to be written on U.S..A. Notes. 

MR. MAYFAIR. 
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GENTLEMEN. THE KING!”: OFFICERS DRINK THE TOAST IN TEA. 





GROWSHAIRj 
MONEY BACK I 

offer of leading chemists.,^ 



How to Meet 
Increased 
Cost of Living. 
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^FTEU A FIN’E nnd fairly dry Easter this 
has boon a wet week. In fact, wo have 
almost forgotten the war in disenssing the great 
qnostion—to drink or not to drink. The w 
which has done so uxieh towards shaking np 
all the acecpied notions of the world, looks like 
making a cut at the national vocabulary. 3k'e 
must teach ourselves to forget the significant 
and familiar phrase: " What are you going t< 
have? ” 

Herbert Campbell's old tag, " Have a cup 
of tea? ■’ uwd in jest when the burly one 
gathered with inimitable Dan Leno; is b 
the language of the hour. As a nation wc 
going to be teetotal. 

REAELY, if old "General" Booth. Ihe man 
who founded bur second army, were alive 
toKlny, his keen eyes would glisten and ho 
would pluck at his silver beard with pleasure. 
He would just have doted over the sight of 
Europe turning from its great war to conduct 
a fierce assault on King Alcohol. As a matter 
of fact. King .Alcohol has had Ihe biggest and 
worst adverti.sement of his life tliis last week or 
two. Since Easter he seems to have been at- 
trneting more attention than the war. 

I cmild not help smiling the other day when 
I turned to the daily paper. Of the war on 
Germany the French bulletin said, laivinieally: 
“There is nothing to report since the com¬ 
munique of yosterday evening.” .A whole day's 
news of the doings of the annes on the western 
front was rraiiinied into eleven bald words. 
And to the war on King Aleohol the same news¬ 
paper gave a leader, a column article and three 
columns of news. 

pOOR OIiD King .Almhol. I don't suppose to- 
^ day he feels like calling for his pipe, for his 
glass, or even for his fiddlers three. A fiddle 
would put him in much the same position as 
Nero. One feels a bit sorry for the'ibnerable 
B.wfaanalinn, so suddenly smitten hip and 
thigh oven djy some of the people he used to 
call his owp. With all his faults he has been 
with uan long time, and wc have become used 
to Hia|^g|^jjj|j|prei6nce even it we have mi^ 

as the r,„rniah Emi^ror is upon’tho throM of 

King Aleohol to.dny might join the elsssic 
Kttle Isiy and with him mutter with ejeeeding 
bitierne": " No one loves me. 111 go into the 
•arderi mi l (s.( worms.” With the King and 
Y/ird Kin hener against him. to sav nothnig of 
lilovd Gioiigc, politiriar.B. eniployers 

and labour leadcra, King he won¬ 
dering gloomily whether spirit 

as he thought lliere »ns he has 

watched over with ..iicU a 

A FEATURE of the present national c 
paign has always been common in c\^., 
temperanee movement I have watched at work 
—the io-islent display of the worst of the evil 
OMimi'!' ■ iivuilalile. Any nitaek on the appar¬ 
ently y. nial moiiarch of the cellars has always 
been siipporteil by dre.idful ilhistratiniis of the 
evils for which he i.s secretly resnonsible. 

I am preiMired to warrant that in his life 
Prince Bistnarek, of whom we have heard a 
great deal lately, never expected in his cen¬ 
tenary year to he used as ati awftfl eimnipi 
a British temnerance platforro. 
of soliering the tight litth- 

making Ihein fit to break ilown^^^SmB_ 

took so many pains to build npfl|BRe plagtg: 
that sort of ironic trick, and the papers to-day 
arc rcejillina how Bismnrek in Ins hoy-dav 
dipped his beak inbi the lager beer mug much 
too often. “ English politics h.ave suffered 
no longer strong heads for 
lutioiis and never make a 
mplaincd bitterly. The 

...- . -1 a new mgnificance with 

the passage of time. 

Presumably, Bismarck’s policy came out of a 
head " strong for wine." Now wo tritimnh- 
BUtly use him as an evil example. Bismarck’s 
policy, the working of a brain stmng for wine, 
has rc-sulted in turning the Germany of his 
drcAins mad dnmk and EPttina|her rolling to 
min. On the ethA^tod, the «)er statemft 
of xviiich the Chaile^H complained is leading 
to startling British soRcases in war. 

AS IP to help the great temperanee inove- 
nient, another remarkable thing happened 
this week. Without anyone knowing the fight 
was on. Jack Jolinson was knocked out by a 
cowboy, and by permitting this to happen he 
baa allowed himself to be made the most useful 
evil example of the week. King Alcohol has 
been unlucky all along the line laMy, and has 
been hnffeted and beaten from the most unex¬ 
pected quariers. Still, I thought the black 
terror of the " W'hite Hopes ” would have 
stuck by the old man. 

Poor Johnson 1 I fancy the wassail period is 
now over for him for_ ever. Once again he 
illoatratcs the old saying that youth win be 
jM^ed. The Inatre of his golden smile is 
limmed, and I think as a 1 ^™!! of his fall he 


the purpose of increasing thaontput of another. 
A mad world this, barely made possible by a 
timely revision of one of our most ancient 
j»Pes. * # * » 

WHILE I BEMEkfBRR, I may as well men¬ 
tion the (k*rman submarines have sunk 
more sliips and Germans arc still explaining 
why their habit of murdorieg harmless civilians 
of both sexes, without w.arning, on the high 
seas, makes for the glory of the Fatherland. 
■Hie pirates!—there is a drinking song that 
always haunts my mind when I think of them : 

Fifteen men on The Dead Man’s Chest— 
Yo-iio.ko, and a boUle of rum! 

Drink and the devil had done lor the rest 
Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle o( nun! 

I suppose Stevenson's haunting refrain and the 
“ Hyiiin of Hate ” are the songs the pirates sing 
down below as they prepare to butcher the 
crews and passengers on liannless merchant 
ships. Drink or no drink in Britain, tliero is 
one thing every man in this country is hoping 
to see the German pirates get—the big drinit 


'V'O'W, having contribute<I iny share to the 
great qiicstitm—to drink or not to drink— 
I will hence. My errand at the moment is to 
ensure the barley water supply, (ihsstoned, I 
go. perhaps with regrets, but still full of a high 
sense of duty. The old Arabian puts my mood 
in four lines : — 

Anti when Thyself with shining Foot shall pass 
.Among the Guests SUr-sestter’d on the Grass, 
And in thy joyous Errand reach the Spot 
Where I made ono-tum down au empty glass! 
After all. my withers are not wrung. If tee- 
totalism learls to less doctors, more shells, the 
sinking of German submarines and the reten¬ 
tion of the Champagne country, in the words of 
Sidney Carton ; " It is a far. far better thing 
than ever I have done before,” anti you m.iy 
count on finding, struggling in the wake of a 
great King's example, your tliirstv friend— 
CANDIOE. 


JUSTICE-NOT^ MERCY. 

Britons Must Not Be Robbed of 
Fruits of Sacrifice. 


will find the supply of fast motor-cars, dia¬ 
monds, champagne and capons, so dear to bis 
heuirt. wearing much the same " short " ssnect 


OTILL H.ARPING on the subject of the week, 
^ it is passing strange that the King and 
Lord Kitchener should be leading the country 
to i^ricly so that it may wage war with the 
aspiring Uhlan over the possession of the 
Champagne country. Apart from the wonder 
of the article, there is miicli hmnour in the 
idea of England giving up its whisky, France 
its absinthe, and Russia its vodka for Ihe pur¬ 
pose of keeping Germany from the 
of Champa^e. 


ODD THING almiit the attack on King 
Alcohol is the extent and variety of the 
-“-ring his way. now he is fight- 




kicks that....... 

ing a losing battle with his hack to the wall. 
They arc all on his track, from the King to 
" Constant Reader." ITic other day came Dr. 
Saleeby to place a scientific punch on the poor 
old gentleman's point, now that wc have him 
fighting desperately and leaving his vulnerable 
points nneoverr^. Quoth Dr. Saleeby this 
week: “ 'I'hcro is a dearth of doctors at home. 
I.et us abandon alcohol and wo shall need far 
fewer doctors. There is a dearth of shells,” 
continued the scientist in his happiest vein, hut 
ho did nut add : " I,et us abandon nlcnhol and 
we shall need far fewer shells.” No, he went 
on to say that if we call the art of liending the 
elbow a lost one wo shall make far more snelLs. 

There is no kigic in it, anyway. Abandon 
alcohol and we inunediatcly reduce doctors and 
curtail the danger from one form of death- 
dealer only to yield up our greater activity for 


ender abortive all the s« 


past months by an altogetlier misguided con- 
sideraUon for " the dignity of the enemy ” t 
Many Britons Uiink, with your brilliant con- 

Mr Urtratin T)riltr>TTilov «rr 


or. Mr. Horatio BottomI 
uic eve of t' • 
t God give 

. j- r-imm siv„._, ... 

and baflisrons ei 


.. _grandest Eastertide.” 

IS strength and sense to irreet 

...- from sickly s 

wards an unprincipled a- ’ 


itality to- 

_unprincipled and bartisrons enemy. 

JusUce cries aloud for retribnllon. Dnlcsa 
public mind is prepared against the move- 
...,nt I have indicated, we may find onrscivei 
robbed of the ” inconceivably great opportuni¬ 
ties " of which Mr. \V. L. George writes in youi 
last issue. Geoaot W. Bcddxn. 

48, Oleneioft tcrrace, Darlington. 


et'lis ago, and have had 
if which has been bollei 

sent out causotl Quite a 
■ ■ it diosMt the 
y Picl^alM of 

many 

ig me tor mine. 

_ , well that a private soldier is not 

thouKht to be a great man in England, but that 
■ ich pleases him mostly p.assos muster with 
general public, and I can assure you that we 


WAR NEWS AS SEEN BY OUR CARTOONIST. 


" Up-to-date Chicken.—A chicken belonging to “ Paris.—Ninety thousand kind-hearted women 

Mr. Peter Schuleman, of Brighton, has laid a have each adopted a lonely soldier at the fionf. 

"■* ■'-*•*-very much like a Zeppelin.”— Extravagant letters of gratitude prove the com- 

Dnif.V Mirn-r. fort they are able to give.”—Standord. 


Drink Kill. Th^fnrrmi 
the purest quality of 

law of total ai 




REFLECTIONS. 


" Submarine base." It generally is 
Pale of a Tiirki.sh war«hip, in Iw 


SOLUTION OF DRINK 
PROBLEM. 


French soldier named Henry Oavenay began to pi 
s appeared before him about thirty men in Germi 


Melody. 


Captured by 


War Song 


lectiial sadness of Britain. The pub 
licans, I feel sure, would welcome re- 
f..rru. It is not they, hut the licensing 
system, for which they are not re¬ 
sponsible, that is to blame. 

Will our shepherds be honest snd 
face this problem? I wonder. But 
hero is their opportunity. Inconveiu- 
once would, of course, be caused pend¬ 
ing Uie reorgaiiisatiOT^ofjlhe public- 

Btriction In the sale of alcohol. So 
much the better. In this way, two 
birds woyld be killed. 

Sooner or later the drink question 
has gut to be faced by poliiicians. 
•• W«t and see ” helps nobody in war 
time. But drink and see would prove 
fataL The shepherd knows that No 
use to blame the liquor; the evil lies 
In the environment We don't give 
either the men or the " liquora 
chance. But we have ours. And it ia 
to do the necessary thing now. roc* 
and branch. AUSTIN HARRISON. 


THE PASSING PAGEANT 

A Few Remarks on Current Topics By Candide. 
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TRENCHES FIVE YARDS APART: INDIANS WITH SPOILS OF VICTORY’ 




AIRMAN HAS A NARROW ESCAPE. 


A NAVAL V.C. A LITTLE PET 
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HIT. 



KoWd cartoonist do- 
^Bsion successes, 
lied on the lance. 





^ 1 , 


thnt there \\ ill 
" The second 




LORD KITCHENER PAYS A VISIT TO THE FRENCH HEADQUARTERS. 


I.eaviifc the headquarters after Imldinf? a consultation with 
M. Millerand, the French War Mini.ster. lie also paid a 
visit to General Joffre, the French Comraander-in-Ciiicf. 


NATIVE REBELS IN CHAINS. 


I/)rd Kitchener's Movements arc, of nci'c.ssity, given little or no publicity, imt it is generally known that 
he paid a brief visit to the h'rench Headquarters on a day which it is not necessary to mention. In the 
picture he is seen just after alighting from the train. 


Rebels bound to each other by chains, which are r 
through the rings round their necks. The picture vi 
taken in Zomba Camp, Central Africa. 


’ NEST ON A MANTELPIECE. 


"ODDS AND ENDS.” 


FRESH AIR FOR THE STOKERS. 
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WILL OUR SOLDIERS 

TILL THE S OIL? 

Ploughshares for Swords in 
Holiday Times. 


WHAT CAN YOU DO ? 


‘Catch Yoi 


rPal” Recruiting 
lie Parks. 


TO-DAY’S GRKAT RALLY, 


FINANCE IN THE CITY. 


IRTord of Timely Vtra.rn.lQi|{ 1 
Investors. 


RUBBERS AND RUBIUSB. 


WAR-BABY VICTIMS 

OF ANTWERP. 

Only Five of Forty Mothers 
Able to Nurse Children. 






YOU CAN PLAY THE PIANO TO-DAY 

By Nau nton's National Music System. 

IT makes no different wLether you have had previous lessons or not. whether you are 80 years of age or only 8. we guarantee that you can play the 
piano to-day by this wonderful and simple system. There are no sharps, flats, or theoretical difficulties to worry you. and no tiresome or wearisome 
exercises or scales to be learnt. You play correctly with both hands at once. No difficulty or drudgery whatever. 

Failure is Impossible. 

You cannot fail.’' All you have to do is 1o sit down to the piano with our music and play it at once—Hymns, Dance-music, Songs, 
Classics, anything. 

OVER 50,000 people are playing by it, and are playing perfectly 


If they can do it, so can you. 

If you aro one of the thon^ds who hare tried and failed, have given up learning by the old methodi owinjr to the or if you 

berauM of the dnidgery, let ns teU yon aJI sbont this wonderful, simple, rapid and iH-rfect Naunton National Me-- “ 'o-'- - " >- 


:-"Florri. can pl.y 
I can plar nUo. -^-nr 
-iplcndid, and is 


draw out” It doe* not....^_ 

le»on. Take ad>'antafire of the offer we make on the conpoi 
rooeivo fire tones, which we g-iiaranteo you can tilay ; tlitw you can prove for juuioc*j 
the accuracy of our statements. This suuUl outlay will open up the deliifhto of the ri 
you many years of purest pleasure. 

No one need ever say again, “ I wish I could play ”; everyone can do it, to-day. 


system draws out the’musicaJ ik>wh^ of 
XL-_ below, und by retnn 


READ WHAT OTHER PEOPLE SAY. 


SPECIAL TRIAL OFFER COUPON. 

TO THE VANAOER, "'Sunday Pictorial 

NADNTON’S NATIONAL MUSIC SYSTEM, MEMORIAL HALL. PARRINGDONOT.. LONDON. 1 - 

Bciiur a reader of the " Sunday Pictorial," and dMiriny to t«.t your system, I Mnd hemrith postal ordu for 
ONE SHILLING, in return tor which pleaM wmd m. yonr " SPECIAL No. ],'■ published st its., contsininy five 
tunes with your ustructions how I can play them at the first sitting, also particulars of how 1 can beeonn a 
N^E ^Please'fill in Postal Order payabla to Naunton's National Music SyaUm Ltd. 


DATE 
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A PAGE FOR LITTLE PEOPLE 
















































SUNDAY 


Page IT 












































Tace 18 


SUNDAY PICTORIAL 


April 11. 1915 


DO NOT OMIT TO READ THIS GREAT STORY. 

I’LL MAKE YOU WANT ME 


OUR GRAND NEW SERIAL 
OF LOVE AND PASSION 

By a New Author, 

DOUGLAS HARLAND 
(llluatrcted by Nora SchleKOL) 
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YOU CAN WIN 


THIS WEEK 

ANSWERS 

simIplets 

£250 - £250 

2nd Prize £50; 5 Prizes of £5 each; 


HOW TO MAKE SIMPLETS 



USE THESE COUPONS 

aT^.'e‘a- 






iSSsav^assRSteJS 
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OUTDOOR AND INDOOR SPORT: BROTHERS RIDE A DEAD HEAT AT NEWBURY. 



An exciting game between the B.A.M.C. and the Barbariana at Bicbmond yesterday. (1) A Barbarian tackled, but in a 
most gentlemanly fashion; and (2) The Army in pnrsnit—in the whole-hearted stylo wo expect of the men when they begin 
to tackle the Hun in May on the greater field of battle. 
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MAINLY ^ for . WOMEN 


CHARM OF THE FAN 


I sm told th 
tlioae two young 
war widowB, Li"y 
Rosabel Bingbani 
the dnnjfhtcr of Lird 
Rotwiyn, and Mra. 
I’crcy WvDilhain, the 
ilnusliter of Lord 
R'bhleedale, are boili 
tmining i s nurses at 
MlUicent Bucbcss of 
Sutherland's hospibil 
in France. Lord 
Hosslyn, by the way, 
whom all of us who 

-—Li -iwi- ■ .have anv memory for 

.Sards. The shove is a *' 4 t a e events " 

new portrait. (Ssrony.) Remember as 

" .lames Erskino," is commanding one of the 
home regiments. 

It seems a long time since lie invited criticism 
behind the footlights, and it is a long time 
since ho was first seen in Sir Arthur Tinero's 
pl.ay, “ Treiawnev of the Wells,” in which he 
played lover to Miss Irene Vanbnigh. Much 
water has flowed beneath the bridges since 
tbovc days, and the present Ijidy Rn.sslyn is one 
of the most charming'and favourite nieraliers 
of a family that haa been as remarkable for ds 
personal charm aa for its unconventional atti¬ 
tude to the world in general. 


I renieinber a good many years ago, when 
Millicent Duchess of Sutherland was yonnger 
but m l•ca!tfi^^! than she is now, that she 
was presid. iit of the Society of W'oinen .Tom-- 
nalists. When she first took the Chair at a 
general meeting-she msile a little spooeh m 
which she expresved her interest in joiimnliam 
and her ap)ireciation of the work that women 
• were doing in that particular profession. “ Yo i 
see I know a good deal about it,” she aaid, 
rather naively, “ for my brother. Lord Rosslyn, 
is a joiirnalik, therefore I feci in close touch 
with its works and Ways." 


If they do b«c<mie universalsgain it will be duo 
to the efforts of one or two ladies who for a few 
wwks past at first nights have conspicuously 
utilised enormous fans. Now others are follow¬ 
ing suit. 

A Thinjf of Sentiment, 

There was always a charm about a fan, and a 
pretty girl could make a lot of play with it. 
Bomehow it seems a part of femimne cquip- 
meut. It is also an ideal present. Years ago 
it was always a sentimental gift, and little inti¬ 
mate histories were attached, to fans. In the 
eighties, coquettes used to have collections of 
them, like scalps, and each with its own par- 



PRETTY MANNEQUINS- 


ticuhir history. 


I discovered a novel way of making use of 
odd pieces of material at a house I visited the 
other day. Innumerable pieces of cloth arc 



Die Hon. Mrs. Richard I^gh (daushter of Lord 
and Lady Knaretborough), who has just given 
birth to a son.—(Lallio Charles.) 


sewn together in the shape of a blanket. This 
many-coloured object is then encased in khiiki 
flannel and, when finished, it makes a sfilcndid 


Revoraingr Thingra- 

The little tight-filting "Eton jacket” co.-il is 
being worn witli the full skirt. When the 
hobble skirt flourished the loose «mt, 'ivns Rs 
partner. It's a world of lips and dtoviiR, a fact 
clearly demonstrated by Dame Fashion. 


I went into the Savoy 
last Thursday afternoon, 
and found myself in the 
midst of a dense mass of 
people who b,ad come to 
the ■' Fashion Tea and 


-... King Albert's birth¬ 
day. I don’t think these 
sort of things arc re.illy 
partieiilsriy successful 

unle-ss attended by people _ 

with cnormnng quantities of money who are 
willing to " chuck it about ” and make things 
hum to a golden tune. It seems to me that 
of the peiiple who turned up at the Savoy 
Inursday chiefly came to " see things ” and 
t to Jake part in the miction ol '‘'model 
gowns, which was the chief featnre of the 
afternoon’s entertainment. There were singii- 
lariy few men present and a singular absence of 


Pretty actresses—Miss Sarah Brooke, Miss 
I^dia Bilbrooke, Mias Isoliel F.Isom, Mias Iris 
Ilony, Miss Auriol Lee, Mias Hilda Moore, Miss 
Ruth Vincent, and, of course, Mi.as Ethel I evey 
walked about among flic hiindreils of people 
. tting St the tea-tables in the foyer, and the.n. 
after a very inonmfiil recitation bv Miss Anna 
St innard of Dante Oabriel Rossetti’s “ Are." 
'■'lowed by an almost equiilly dep'e.sving sing- 
: of Gounod's " Ave M.iria ” bv M ..... Glee- 
—-j-White, one by one appeared on the platform 
erected at one side of the room, while Mr. 
•loseph Coyne and Mr. “ Potash ” Ynrkc sold 
the gowns they wore to tlie iiigbest bidder. 


Ethel laivey's gown of black net ,-,ver black 
satin witti a tong trail of pink roves down tlie 
front fetched twenty-six guinrr.^, and Miac 
Sarah Brooke, a dainty vision also in black, 
had her gossn ” kn'»-';ed down " for twenty-one 
gnineas. ft was on tlicTinderstanding that Mr. 
Coyne would himself "deliver the gvals" that 
Miss AtmeLLee’g salmon pink eonfe etion was 
sold for fnf/itoOTI pounds, while 
Moore, looking aiiiazingly arti-.ti'' .uid beautiful 
in a qneerly-ent dress of black and gold, recured 
twenty-two guineas as the price of its purchase. 

Miss \ iiila Tree made'sn excellent mannequin, 
and she " bid up " on the dress slie wore (a 
royal blue taffeta with a wide skirt and a 
chiffon bodice) until she bad it knocked down . 
for fourteen guineas. Miss Riito Vincent, won- j 
derfiillv pretty in a rose pink soft satin dress : 
cut rather on the lines of a dressing-gown, was 
not so fortunate. Her dress only fetched twelve 
guineas, while Miss Fay Dsvis in another pink ^ 
dress was visibly di'seotnfited liecauso there was 
no bid beyond eleven pounds for her costume. 

Chancod Address. 

Mrs. Charles Maude, who is known on the 
stage ns Mias Nancy Price, no longer lives in 
that beautiful, old-fashioned house in RusscU- 
square, where at one time there were so many 
pleasant and informal little gatherings. Now- 
ad.ays she inhabits a lovely old-world place ! 
called The Barns, near Pinner, and she finda it' 
an ideal residence. She has been very ill Intely 
with the usual Ibing—a bad attack of influenza, 
and she haa been obliged to cancel her engage¬ 
ment to appear next week at “ The People's 
Theatre ” (Victoria Hail) as Ophelia. 


Miss Price, besides doing a- great amount 
of good work for and among the soldiers, is j 
also writing a book, whieli she thinks of call- j 
ing "Ropes, Roads and Rascals.” It cer- ; 
tainly is an original title and one that ought 
to lead to all sorts of interesting thoughts and , 
stories. That clever actor, Mr. Charles Maude, I 
who is Miss Price's husband, lias, by the way, • 
lately received his onmmissinn as captain with I 
the Royal I.anea8hire Regiment. 

Ermine. 

Ermine is a fur. I notice, that is being worn 
a great deal at present—not so much for coats ! 
but for stole.s. It relieves a black gowp. and is ' 
much more eflective than a aable stole with i 
black At the wedding of the Hon. Neil Prim- 1 
rose and Ijdy Victoria Stanley T noticed that 
Queen Alexandra wore ermine, Princess Msiul i 
had qnite a large ermine fur. Mrs. Winston I 
Churchill had an ermine collar, and many 
others, too, wore this picturesque fur. 

■otticoat Opposition', 

A great deal,of the nnpopnlarity of the full 
akirt is due to the modem dislike to the petti¬ 
coats which must be worn under the " crino¬ 
line " and other vnjnminous skirts. In the 
days of the hobble skirts petticoats were a thing 
of tlie past, and the revival does not seem to be 
.welcomed. 


Tho Quoon's Primroses 

One of the prettiest in¬ 
cidents at the great Priin- 
rose-Stanlcy wedding last 
Wednesday at St. Mar¬ 
garet's, Wes tmhisU-r, 
was when Queen Alex¬ 
andra took a bunch of 
primroses from the hind 
of a liny child standing 
on the edge of the crowd 
ns she passed by, and 
tacked it-into (he lace of 
her dress with a smile 
and a little nod of appre¬ 
ciation. Her Majesty li.as a wonderful art of 
doing the right thing at the right tunc, ami 
those who saw the gracious and simple act ol 
kindliness felt as if they had witnessed quite a 
private scene that had taken place within the 
screen that is usually stretched around royalty. 


some of the muffs of the winter 



What curious 


special lures 
way of fascination 
baa always been to 
my mind her hair, 


the Welsh 



W. Davie*. St.'.JoWi Geaenl renroie. C.B.. 
Piitk. Biadihaa^.w^ ^mlicwho 


e extreme to the other to 


pork pie in shape, is made in strange inateri.ils. 
Gold tissue and weird met il brocades are being 
employed to make exclusive “creations,” and 
they are completed by a Iraig-thrown-hack veil, 
which helps to soften an irregular profile. 


I have never ^eii 
hiir quite like it. Its 

is conspicuous. T met 
her tile other day 

and noted with - 

liorsnr that she hiul converted her natural 
"crown of glory” into a harsh, solid mass of 
vulgar brass with a tinge of red in it. 

Cot So Bored. 


in flic way of personal disfigurement? Fancy 
preferring hlntiiit brass to real spun gold, I 
am still grieving over that henna-crowned bead, 
and only pray that its owner may come to a 
sense e.f rea.-rm in regard to its original beauty 
before it is t<w) late, 


I VC g ing to tolerate the enonnoiis full 
fs that rarisi-m dnwsai.akera t-ll ns a: t!: 

: luodo? r fincrrelv hope not, for liic a,c 
• .•'nd. o"w:n!avs llr t ’ ' l.v is bulging 

. uu.g in log •hills, the ” female 

uiiic' ali-s)I:iu IV ab.suvd. Of course, if 
’ally come in vou and I and most 
vmiien who like to keep np to date in 


« will u 


e for 


exaggeration which attacked iia ylicn ae were 
“slinking" oitr wav ibiT.- gli bf.* with the 

IS ems to have taken a chnng'' for the '.vorse, for 
we are over-doing il migluil.i, and wc iiie using 
up too much matotigl. - . - 


I am told of brave doings that are to tike 
place at the Battersea Town Hall next Thurstlay 
■ ' ' ' being arranged for 


evening, when... ...„_. 

the wives and familicn of the Bultersea Bat- 
tajjon of the Natimiul ILvervc. Robert Michaclia 
(who is one of the special constables at the 
Alhnny-atreet "rolice Station)—(girls, look out 
for him, he is soinetinieson day duty !)—is going 
to sing, and Karina, the Danisli dancer, who is a 
personal protigi of Queen Alexandra, is going 
to dance with some of Iter piijiils. Two very 
brilliant singers, Miss Bessie Mark (an Amen* 
can operatic soprano) and Miss Viola Dainorr# 
will sing among a host of other f.ilented folk. 

A TOWN MOUSE. 


-THE BEST THAT MONEY CAN BUY- 

W HATEVER your station in life, the tea you will 
enjoy— a»d can afford to buy, despite the duty — 
is LYONS’. The wealthy like it because it is 
the best; the thrifty buy it because it is the most 
economical. 

Buy L YONS' TEA always, and enjoy 
a repnialioit for " a good cup of lea.'’ 


Lyons' 

FIVE MILLION 
PACKETS SOLD 
EVERY WEEK BY 

160,000 

SHOPKEEPERS. 
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DERBY AND PRESTON PROMOTED. 


CHARITY. 


WRACK’S NEWBURY GUP 
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KEMAIKABLE MCTOTES OF SUNKIN® OF TME BOUVET: PAGE I 



FORTY OXEN DRAW A BRITISH GUN IN GERMAN SOUTH-WEST AFRICA. 




Women are b<flne employed in increasing numbers on the railways 
■9 the result of the shnrtnae of male labour. The picture shows toe 
new ticket collector at Paddineton. At Marylebone Station there 
are women carriage oeanei-s and a woman porter. 


NEWS PORTRAITS. 


DISINFtCTOR AT MILITARY HOSPITAL 




Bedding from a case of typhoid fever being placed in the disinfector 
which u used at the Duchess of Westminster's hospital at the 
Casino, I/a Touquet, a pretty little watering-place near Boulogne, 
which is largely patronised by English people. 


Miss Vrsula rnge-Pliillips, who 
is to tiiarry the fiev. Basil C. E. 
Andrev.e^.- (na-^ano.) 


Csptain Harry Gibson, of the 
tng Homer, who tried to ram a 
German submarine. It was 
he failed. 


Captain Wilfred Nunn, B.N., 
who has been awarded the 
D.S.O. “ for skill and bravery." 


Priated and PabliJisd by 8DNDAT PIOTOBUL NEWSPAPERS. Ltd., at 93-29, Bouvati 


t. Londoa, E.C.—Sunday. AprU 11, 19U. 
















































